
' TheT ragectictf 

yin. Colin farewel.vyhatpielencc mud not know. 

From where you doe remainc let paper flicw. ' 

Ainr. My Lord, no leaue take 1, for t will ride 
As farre as land w»U let me by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to whatpurpofc doeft thou hoard thy wordl # 
That thou returned no greeting tp thy friends? 

Bull, I haue too few to take my leaue of you. 

When the tongues office Ihould fre prodigal!* 

T o breathe the aboundant dolor St the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefe is but thy ablence for a time. 

Bull. Ioy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe winters?tfiey arc quickly gone, 

Bui. T o men in ioy, but griefe makes one hower ten. 
Gam. Call it a trauaile that thou takft for plcafurc* 

Sul. My heart will figh when I mifcall itfo. 

Which findes it an info: ccd pilgrimage. 

Gdun. The fullcnpaflage of thy weary fteps* 

Eftceme as fbyle wherein thou art to fer. 

The prefious lewell of thy home rcturne. 

Bui. Nay rather cuery tedious ft ride I make. 

Will but remember me whatadeale of world;.. , . , 

1 wander from the Jewels that I louc. 

Mufti not feruc a long apprcntilhood, 

T o forreinc paflTagc*;, and in the end, 

Haurngmy frccdomc, boaft of nothing elfc. 

But that I wasa journeyman to griefe, 

Gdun. All places that thecic of jreauen vifits, 
Aretoawrfemanportesand happre hauens; 

Teach tfry necefsity to realbn thus. 

There is no vertuc like necefsity', 

Thinke not the King did bamfla thee, 1 

But thou the King’. Woe doth the hcauier fit,' 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne.: 

Go, fay I fcr.t the c foorth to purchase honour. 

And not the ICing exrlde thee; or luppofc, 

Dcuouring polls lencc hangs in our arre. 

And thouai t flying to a frcfiicr dunes 
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ThcJowers, fibre Lad.es, and thy ftcps*no more 
Then a delightfitll meafure or a dance, 

Fdlknwlinglorrow hath leffe power to bite, 
thefflan that mocks at it, and fets it light, 

Bui. Oh who can hold a tier in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafusf 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft? 

Or wallow naked in December mow. 

By thinking on fantafticke fommersheate . . 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good, 

Giucs but the greater feeling to the worle: 

Fell forrowes tooth doth ncuer ranckle more, 

Then when he bites, but launccth not the foarc. 

Gdun. Come come my fonne l«c bring thee on thy Vnay, 
Had I thy veuth and caufc.I would not ftay. 

Bui. Then England* ground farewell, fweet foile adiew. 
My mother and my nutfe that beares me yet. 

Where eare I wander boaft of this I can. 

Though banilht.yet a true borne Englifh man, Exeunt. 

Enter the Kingt»itf>BuJhie,&-c afnti*re } an<Uhe 
Ldri^iumarle at dnother . 

King Wedid obfcrue. Coofen Aumarle, 

How tar brought you high Hereford on his way? 

^tum. 1 brought high Herford, ifyou call him fo. 

But to the next high way, and there 1 left him. 

King And fay, what ftorcof patting teareswerc fhed? 
jium. Faith none for me, except the Northcaft wiude. 
Which then blew bitterly againftour faces, 

Awakt the fleeping rhewme, and foby chance 
Did grace out hollow patting yvith a teare. 
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